ACT I               PRIVATELIVES
AMANDA : I don't think I'm particularly complex,
but I know I'm unreliable.
VICTOR : You're frightening me horribly. In what
way unreliable ?
AMANDA : I'm so apt to see things the wrong way
round.
VICTOR : What sort of things ?
AMANDA : Morals. What one should do and what
one shouldn't.
VICTOR (fondly) :  Darling, you're so sweet.
AMANDA : Thank you, Victor, that's most en-
couraging. You really must have your bath now.
Come along.
VICTOR : Kiss me.
AMANDA (doing so): There, dear, hurry now; I've
only got to slip my dress on and then I shall be ready.
VICTOR :   Give me ten minutes.
AMANDA : I'll bring the cocktails out here when
they come.
VICTOR :  All right.
AMANDA :  Go along now, hurry.
They both disappear into their suite. After a
moment9s pause ELYOT steps carefully on to the terrace
carrying a tray upon which are two champagne cocktails.
He puts the tray down on the table.
ELYOT (calling):  Sibyl.
SIBYL (inside}:  Yes.
ELYOT : I've brought the cocktails out here, hurry
up.
SIBYL : I can't find my lipstick.
ELYOT : Never mind, send down to the kitchen for
some cochineal,
SIBYL : Don't be so silly.
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